MUSIC IN LONDON 1890-94

indelible mark anywhere. I listened expectantly for Deserto sulla
terra, knowing that if the sensationist were a fine artist, his inter-
pretation of its musical character would surround it with illusion,
making it come from among the trees in the moonlight, soft,
distant, melancholy, haunting; whereas, if he were the common
or Safiron Hill Manrico, he would at once display his quality by
a stentorian performance in the wing, putting all his muscle and
wind into a final B flat (substituted for G), and storming London
with that one wrong note alone. My suspense was short. Signor
Rawner, knowing nothing about the musical character of the
serenade, but feeling quite sure about the B flat, staked his all on
it; and a stupendous yell it was. It is said that he can sing D; and
though he mercifully refrained from actually doing so, I have
not myself the smallest doubt that he could sing high F in the
same fashion if he only tried hard enough. As may be inferred,
I do not like Signor Rawner, in spite of the sensation he has
created in Italy: therefore let me not do him the injustice of push-
ing my criticism into further detail. Madame Tetrazzini, with her
tip-tilted nose, her pretty mouth, her ecstatic eyes, her delicately
gushing style, and the intense gratitude of her curtsy whenever
she brought down the house, did very well as Leonora, though I
would suggest to her that D'amor sull' ali rosee might have been
encored had she chosen her breathing places with some regard
for the phrasing, and either restored Verdi's cadenza, or at least
omitted that flagrant pianoforte sequence (G, B, A, G, etc,) from
the one she substituted.

As Valentine in The Huguenots she did not improve on her
first attempt Her Italian tremolo and stage hysteria were so in-
tensified that but few of her notes had any definite pitch; whilst
her playing,was monotonously lachrymose from end to end.
When she sings in the manner of a light soprano, and so steadies
her voice for a moment, everybody is pleased; but when she
becomes "dramatic" the charm vanishes. And yet you cannot get
these Italian ladies to believe this. The more we shew by our
cacouxagmeot of Miss Nordica, Miss Russell, and Miss Madh-
tyre, and by our idolatry of Madame Patti with her eternal He

9

iome.